﻿The full moon hung high in the night sky as it shone its light down over the football stadium. The two teams were making their way to the pitch as the crowd cheered them on, the sound of screaming fans and airhorns filling the air.

Harold was feeling somewhat nervous - this was his first time playing a game in the championships, and he was feeling somewhat tense. The team they were playing against were known for being almost unbeatable, being able to obliterate their opponents defenses with no effort whatsoever.

“Ok, you can do this...” He told himself, putting on his helmet as he stepped onto the pitch, getting into wide receiver position at the far side of the pitch as everyone else got ready. “You’ve got nothing to worry about, you've practised for this... if you get a few broken bones as a result of it, it’s no big deal, really...” he gulped.

The starting quarterbacks awaited the signal from the referee, standing between them as he muttered a few words to them. After a few seconds, he stood back, blowing hard into his whistle as the game began. The quarterback for Harold’s team was quick off the mark, grabbing the ball as he moved backwards, looking for an opening as the players from the opposing team tried to charge him. As all the other team members scrambled, he noticed Harold standing with virtually no attention on him. Without warning, he tossed the ball towards the youth. Harold was taken slightly by surprise as he reached out to catch it, grabbing it and clutching it against his chest. As he grabbed it, he saw that the opposing team had started to take notice, their sights set on him.

“Oh crud, I better get moving!” He gulped as he began to run. Before he could get too far, he felt a numbing pain running through his ands, causing him to drop the ball. He winced a little as he looked at his hands, noticing his fingers starting to grow larger and thicker. His middle fingers began to fuse together into one, the nails growing darker as long, curving talons began to grow from his fingertips.

“Wh...what the hell?!” He gasped, the skin on his hands and wrists starting to flake away, rough scaly skin appearing underneath, a bright yellow in color. His gloves were quickly torn apart, unable to contain his taloned claws as he flexed them about. “This isn’t right at all...grk!” He felt a pain shoot through the base of his spine, a sensation like hundreds of needles sticking into him as the back of his trousers were stretched to their breaking point, tearing apart as large, broad feathers grew outwards, massing together into a tail. The feathers were a mix of brown and white, gleaming in the moonlight.

“This..can’t be...gghh...” He felt a flash of pain shoot through his eyes, closing them tight. They burned for a few seconds as soft feathery down began to cover his face, a pure white in color. Moments later his eyes snapped open, the once-blue irises now a feral gold, eyes larger as the whites shifted to a deep black.

“GGGHHHHH!” He cried out in pain, his whole body feeling like it was burning up as he felt his muscles begin to fill with strength, a pins-and-needles feeling washing over him as quills began piercing through the flesh, a rich brown color covering the great majority of his body bar the underside of his tail and his head. His shoes were straining against his feet as he felt them swell tighter, his toes stretching larger and larger. He could feel the digits pushing against each-other, melding together as five toes were quickly reduced to three, his nails growing like the ones on his hands, but these ones grew much larger, becoming cruelly curving talons as they sliced through the front of his shoes, the rest of them following suite as his scaly yellow feet burst free from their confines, stretching longer and longer. As his feet stretched, he felt a pain in the back of his heels, a wicked claw growing from them, curving backwards as his feet now resembled the taloned claws of a predatory animal.

“Agggh...arrwrawakkkkkk!” He howled in pain as he felt more changes building up in his face. His teeth began to slowly fuse and meld, upper and lower set becoming one solid mass as they began to turn a gold color just like his eyes did. His lips stretched apart as his fused teeth began to push outwards, growing larger and wider, curving towards the front as they formed a large, powerful beak. The helmet he was wearing was starting to grow unbearably tight, his beak pushing into the metallic face guard. He raised his hands to his face, grasping at the helmet as he began to tug at it. As he did that, he felt his nose sink into his now non-existent upper jaw, moving to sit upon the back of his beak as the nostrils flared. Another pang of pain ran through his head as his beak surged forwards, growing a little larger as it, combined with his clawing at the helmet, completely wrecked it, the thick plastic and metal falling to the ground around him as he reared his head back, a bellowing screech filling the air.

As his head was freed from his now useless helmet, it changed to match his new body. His skull grew a little broader and flatter as his hair fell away, replaced with soft down as it covered every inch of his head, a thick tuft of it growing down over the front of his chest. His ears shrank away into the sides of his head, leaving small holes as his eyes parted slightly.

“Guhuh...huruh...It’s gotta be over now....right...” He groaned, trying to bring himself to focus on his transformed body, but there was still a bit left to be done.

“GRUHRAUHARUHR!!!” He practically roared now, feeling his clothing starting to tighten. His body had already become more defined thanks to the muscles he had gained, but it wasn’t quite enough, his body bulking up more as his abs and pectorals became heavily defined, leaving indents in his shirt. Tears began to form in various places on his shirt and trousers as they were barely able to contain the muscles he was gaining, thighs growing beefier as he felt something in his mind click - any feelings of doubt and worry he had seemed to melt away, fading into a strong, dominating confidence.

As these new feelings began to overwrite the old, he felt one last burst of pain hit him, a pair of bumps forming along his upper back. He let out another screeching roar as the bumps got bigger and bigger, straining the fabric tighter before finally bursting outwards, a broad pair of feathery wings growing out behind him, spread magnificently, gigantic white feathers fluttering behind him as they were topped off with a smaller coating of brown.

“Ghuruhr...hureffff...” He growled, looking over himself. His clothing was in almost complete ruins, the fabric having given way to large amounts of feathery muscle. Despite that, the parts of the gear that has his team number, 00, remained largely unscathed. He chuckled a little bit, flexing his wings and muscles as he looked around him. The two teams had stopped playing, looking on in a mix of shock and awe at Harold, who had but a few minutes ago been just a normal human being around 6ft, freshly transformed into a hulking eagle of around 9ft.

“Well, that was different...” He had to grin, trying to shake the two teams out of their temporary trance.

“Now then...” He grabbed the ball in his claws, kneeling down as he got ready to charge.

“I believe we were in the middle of a game... so let’s not keep the crowd waiting any longer!”